size. But he had chosen it himself after mature consideration. Long before buying it he had seen it in the window of a bazaar, and he had said to himself that nobody could want a finer hoop - perhaps because of the strong, healthy look of the wood, whose colour was clear and whose joints were well fitted. You had only to look at it to realise how it would run and jump.
Its dimensions had given him something to think about. But Louis expected to go on growing for some years yet; and he could not imagine that a hoop of which he got very fond might some day cease to be dear to him and simply strike him as a child's trivial toy. His only reason for ever discarding it would be its getting too small for him. In choosing a rather big one, Louis was taking thought for the future.
He went down the stairs, with the hoop hanging from his shoulder. Once he was out in the street, he stood it in the middle of the pavement, very straight up, holding it lightly with the fingers of his left hand. Then he gave it a smart tap. The hoop rolled away. The end of the stick caught up with it at once, keeping it in the right direction ; and after that Bastide and his hoop had run one after the other ; rather like a child running after a dog that he has on a leash; and also rather like a rider who lets himself be carried along by his horse, but at the same time keeps on spurring and guiding him.
When you have played for a long time with a hoop, as Louis Bastide had done, and you have had the luck to find one of which you are very fond, you come to realise that things are quite different from going out in the ordinary way. Try and run by yourself; you will be tired in a few-minutes. With a hoop, you can keep tiredness at bay indefinitely. You feel as tiiough you were holding on to something, almost as though you were being carried along. If you happen to feel tired for a moment, it seems as though the hoop imparted strength to you in a friendly kind of way.
Besides, you don't have to run fast all the time.   If you